THE KING'S WAISTCOAT         ioi
FELICITY. You speak of Satan!   You who strike an injured
man,
ZACHARIAH. Felicity I   Uncle left me no other way.
FELICITY, And this way fails.   Oh, you disgrace us all.
ISAAC. Leave the house,  Zachariah.    Leave instantly and
never return.
ZACHARIAH. Felicity 1
FELICITY. Go.                         [Exit ZACHARIAH quite brokenly.
ISAAC. I will make certain he is gone.   That, Lord Francis,
is the best apology I can make.                           [WEBLING bows*
[Ex// ISAAC.
[WEBLING sits and astounds FELICITY by taking his right
hand out of the sling and fanning his face with hand-
kerchief.
WEBLING. I vow I never admired myself before.   But I am
newly apprenticed to self-restraint.   I still find it over-heating.
FELICITY. Lord Francis ?   Your wrist!
WEBLING. I test its suppleness.
FELICITY. Supple I    You have sheltered from my cousin
behind a lie.
WEBLING. Sheltered ? But do you not observe my wrist is
sound ? I have saved his life.
FELICITY. How?
WEBLING. How ?   Why, is our Zachariah a duellist ?
FELICITY. God forbid.
WEBLING. Then God forbid that I should fight with him..
I ... I used to kill my men in duels, Felicity.
FELICITY. Oh !
WEBLING. I had no self-restraint. Now, I ask you to perceive
I have.
VELICITY. I perceive you have deceived us wickedly about
your wrist.
WEBLING. Deception ? Yes. But was it wicked ? Was it
not a venial sin that procured me another week under your
roof, poppet ? Will you not call it the last and smallest of my
hypocrisies, and forgive it ?
FELICITY. Lord Francis, did you really kill a man in a
duel?